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It was pretty safe to say that it was a long line of mistakes that had led them to this point. 


Their first mistake was getting a little foo drunk after the show. It wasn't like either of them could help it, the 
show had been a killer, and as much as Angus and Malcolm would've preferred that they just play it off like 
any other performance, they just had to celebrate. Besides, Bon was buying the drinks to boot, how could they 


possibly refuse? 


They had rules in place, rules to keep the others off of their trail, so no one would suspect that the bassist 
and the drummer had been.. "involved" for the past several months. Don't get too drunk, because fuck did Phil 
get handsy when he was drunk, and Cliff almost sickeningly sweet and affectionate. Too much to drink also 
tended to throw the second rule out the window, their strict "hands above the waist at all times in public" 
rule. That had been their second mistake. 


Through the thick haze of Johnny Walker flowing through his brain, Phil knew that hands were drifting too far 
down his body for a public situation, but he couldn't bring himself to care much. A few drunken shoves to 
push Cliff away from him seemed to throw Bon off of their trail well enough, though there was a look growing 
behind the singers eyes that, had he been sober, would have really worried Phil that he was catching on. Still, 
it didn't stop them from ordering another round, the three of them downing another double shot of whiskey. 


That had been their third mistake. 


Too much whiskey was never good for keeping secrets. Add that on top of what they'd already had before, and 
it wasn't long before they were practically hanging off of each other, roaring with laughter at whatever crazy 
story Bon was regaling them with. Even for a couple of completely blotto drunks, they still seemed to be a 
little too close and clingy to be convincingly platonic.. 


Their fourth mistake was telling Bon that they'd had enough to drink for the night and that they wanted to 
turn in early. Sure, Bon could've maybe bought that from Cliff, what with him still being the "new guy" and not 
knowing him as well. But Phi turning in for an early night? He should've remembered that their history of 


ridiculous all-night benders wouldve made Bon just a little bit suspicious of that excuse.. 


Their fifth mistake was not even frying to hide their drunken excitement as they filtered from the hotel's pub 
into the hallway, stumbling down it with hands shoved in back pockets when they fucking shouldn't have been 
because in no universe does a hand shoved down another guy's back pocket follow their (usually) strict "hands 
above the waist in public" rule. But with their rational thinking drowning in a sea of alcohol, they really couldn't 
have cared less as they rounded a corner and Cliff shamelessly shoved Phil up against a wall to place a sloppy, 
drunken kiss to his mouth. It had slowly devolved into a very unsubtle drunken make-out session, with hands 
sifting up shirts and down pants waistbands for anyone and their mother who happened to be passing by to 


see. 


They had somehow eventually found their way to their room, after groping and snogging each other down the 
entire length of the hallway. It had taken an embarrassingly long time for them to find a room key, especially 
when drunken hands were much more interested in getting at something a lot bigger and warmer than a key. 
Eventually though, the had found one somehow, and they stumbled into the room a drunken tangle of limbs 


whose last concern was making sure that the door was closed and locked. 
And that had been their worst mistake.. 


Cliff had let out a loud, drunken laugh, the sound arcing into a moan as they suddenly found themselves on the 
bed and Phil's mouth was already working on him through his jeans. The haze of alcohol had numbed their 
senses, just barely able to focus on each other and nothing on what was going on around them. In what 
seemed like no time at all, the bassist's pants were halfway down his legs and his dick halfway down Phil's 
throat. 


After not even trying to fight back the moan building in his throat, Cliff couldn't help but grin dazedly from 


the mix of alcohol and pleasure as his head leaned slightly off of the bed. His eyes had flickered open for a 


moment, not really looking for anything in particular.. 


Needless to say he'd been shocked.. really goddamn shocked to see Bon standing in front of the bed, wide-eyed 
and dumbfounded at the scene playing out in front of him. And it turned out that the pants-shitting fear of 
realizing that your bandmate had just discovered your previously secret homosexual relationship with your 


other bandmate sobered you up really goddamn fast. 


"Um, P-Phil" He'd tried to warn the other, but he hadn't yet noticed that they were no longer alone, and so 


Phil had unfortunately continued with giving him an eager and drunken blowjob. 


"Phil, s-sfop" He'd said firmly, his face flaring in embarrassment as he couldn't stop his hips from eagerly 
twitching into the moan of protest that was suddenly vibrating around his dick. Bor's expression remained.. 
surprisingly unchanged for the most part, save for the fact that he'd now raised an eyebrow at the pair. 


"Phil, for fuck's sake s-sfop it ya f-fuckin' idiot!" Cliff couldn't help but snap, the gravity of the situation 
weighing down on him and he had reached down, grabbing a handful of the drummer's hair as he forcibly pried 
him off of his cock. It was only then that Phil had actually opened his eyes, shooting the bassist a dirty glare. 


"The fuck is your prob-" He hadn't even gotten the insult out completely before he'd noticed what all the fuss 
had been about. 


And that's how they'd gotten here, how their long line of mistakes had led to them getting caught, finally, 


after so many months of keeping their involvement a secret.. 


Oddly enough, they were all just kind of frozen in place for a moment, as the shock and weight of it all seemed 
to keep any of them from doing anything. Cliff, eventually, made the first move by slowly pulling his pants back 
up, realizing to his embarrassment that he was still fully exposed, though the fear coursing through his veins 
was doing a pretty good job of killing his hard-on. Phil broke the uncomfortable silence by clearing his throat, 


while wiping the other's precum from the corners of his mouth. 
"Um.. we.. t-there's a perfectly good explanation for this... 


"Oh, I'm sure there is." Bon replied numbly, his expression still blank from shock as he made a reach for the 


minibar and cracked open a beer can 


Phil and Cliff slowly sat up, putting a little bit of distance between themselves. They shared a look, as if they 
were silently trying to figure out how in the fuck they were supposed to explain this to Bon.. 


"So, ah.. how.. how long have." Bon stuttered out, his brain still struggling to process what he'd just witnessed 
as he gestured between Phil and Cliff. 


"Eh... ‘bout a month after | joined up with the band, | quess.." Cliff replied, a hand rubbing at the back of his 


neck out of nerves. Phil, on the other hand, seemed to take a sudden interest in the pattern on the bedspread, 


his fingers nervously tracing over the tacky floral patterns. 


"And, ah." Bon gestured at Phil, struggling for words as he took another swig form the beer can. "Them bites | 
keep seein’ ya with..?" 


Phil couldn't help but let out a nervous laugh, shrugging sheepishly as he nodded his head towards Cliff. 

"Yeah, those're all his fault." 

A thick blanket of silence settled over them again, Bon finishing off his beer as he licked his lips, the gears 
seeming to finally start turning in his head as he processed what he'd just seen. In a move that shocked 
everyone, he suddenly started to laugh 

Fuckin’ ‘ell, | didn't know vampires could play bass, nice goin’ Dracula." 

Slowly, very slowly, Phil and Cliff joined him, their collective laughter building until they were all howling with it. 
Bon had to steady himself against the wall, Cliff was struggling to remember to breathe , and Phil was trying 
his best to not fall off the bed he was laughing so hard.. which he failed at spectacularly as he took a spill 
onto the floor. 

They laughed for what seemed like forever, until gradually they all began to come down from it. They all 
seemed to take turns wiping the tears from their eyes, catching their collective breath and Bon tilted his head 
as he looked at the other two, a crooked grin on his face. 


"Christ, just when y'think you've seen everythin..." Bon quipped, coaxing another chuckle out of the other two. 


"S-so, uh.." Phil chimed in, leaning up from where he was on the floor to give Bon a semi-serious look. "You, 


uh.. you a-ain't gonna tell Angus ‘n Mal ‘bout this a-are ya?" 
Bon just chuckled, shaking his head as he shrugged his shoulders. 
"Why bother? S'not like its fuckin’ with yer guys’ playin’ onstage or anythin" 


"You know, you're takin’ this surprisingly well, Bon." Cliff couldn't help but point out. He'd been expecting just 
about any other reaction but this from the singer.. 


"You forget | was in a band fulla free-lovin' hippies before | joined you lot. This ain't the first time I've walked 
in on me bandmates shaggin' each other." he replied with a cheeky grin, shaking his head again. 


"So. y'ain't mad?" 


"Nah mate, just.. a ‘lil surprised is all. I'll get over it" He said with a nonchalant shrug, helping himself to 


another beer from their minibar as he began to make his way towards the door. "Just try ta keep it down, will 
ya? I'm roomin' next to you lot and I'd like to get a decent night's sleep." He teased, before exiting the room 
and closing the door behind him. 


Phil let out a heavy sigh of relief, shaking his head with a chuckle as he looked up at Cliff, a grinning crookedly. 
"Well. that went better than | thought it would.” 
"Yeah, no kiddin..." Cliff replied, returning the other's crooked grin as the drummer climbed back onto the bed. 


In spite of how well that had gone, the mood was still thoroughly killed for them, so they just sat there a 


moment. 
"| don't think | can sleep after that." 


"Me either mate.." they shared another chuckle as Cliff rolled off of the bed, pacing the room a little bit with 


nervous energy. 


"There's a movie theater a lil! ways up the road. | saw it when we came in on the bus.." Phil suggested, 


shrugging his shoulders a bit. "Wanna go see that new Superman movie? | hear it's good." 
Cliff paused a moment, running the suggestion over in his head before replying with a shrug. 


"Yeah, sure. Sounds like as good ‘a plan as any." and at the very least, the walk there and back would help burn 


off their nervous energy. 
The two quickly dressed and shuffled out the hotel door into the night, caught in a weird space between shock 
and happiness. It was really relieving to know that Bon was actually okay with this. It meant they could let their 


guard down and ignore the rules a little more often.. well, around him, anyway. 


Things had turned out pretty well, in spite of all the mistakes they'd made. 


